and Pierre Coiin's powerful, burrJrj?, energetic Hfty-s:x. It
was Hke lookir^ across the Grand Canon, It rrade her dizzy.
She dosed her eyes, as everything seemed to be revolving
round her, and rot a second she felt like calling for hehx
Then the attack subsided and her heart beat steadily a^ain.
" High blood pressure," she thought, " I mist ask Dr. Caro
to give me some infections." Inside her eyelids was a kaleido-
scopic medley of pictures; they came and glided by and were
gone like slides in a magic lantern* It's not true that one's
memory gets weaker with age, she thought, it's just the
contrary* The past became clearer and clearer, every detail
sharp and big, while the present seemed blurred and in-
significant. Looking back through the years was like look-
ing at life through a microscope.

The gardenia from her hothouse which he had worn in
his funny black suit: it had uilted, turned brown, dried up
and still he had \* orn it. The heavy gold seal with the head
of Brahms which hung from his watch-fob. The silky little
beard he had grown to look older, to look old enough to be
her lover. Madness of kisses in the dark, she thought, It
must have been a line in some poem or in one of his letters.
Gladness of kisses in the dark, thought Mrs. Carter, a white-
haired old lady with tiara, Chantdlly and white gloves. Love,
passion, sin, madness of kisses in the dark: "I had my share,"
she thought with a deep, triumphant scorn for the patrician
world in which she had spent her life.

The poor young musical assistant whom her husband had
brought into their home to play the piano at their receptions.
The hours in the music room of the old house when it got
darker and they stopped playing and sat silent with pulsing
nerves, before the butler came in to light the gas flames of
the chandelier. The shape of his hands, the bitter taste of
cigarettes on his lips, the insane* dangerous, delirious meet-
ings in his studio. The sleigh ride in Vermont. The trip on
a crowded Sunday boat to Sandy Hook* The music, the
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